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found was to be his dormitory. Through the windows on
one side, nothing was to be seen but this great rampart
and a narrow path that divided it from the buildings. On
the other side, the prospect was more open. Here, beyond
the path, were a few yards of turf, fringed with barbed
wire and bordered by a stagnant inlet from the moat. The
main ramparts of the fortress rose out of the farther bank
of this strip of water. Their earthy bulk stood across the
world, but above them and their soaring elms the twilit
sky was visible. From this quarter in the daytime the sun
would for a little while make its way into the room.

Ballater and Lewis chose beds within a few feet of each
other and sat down upon them. Baggage was being brought
in, but their own was not yet come and they had nothing
to do. Other officers, whose place was in this dormitory,
were standing about in knots, hesitant and restless. "What
are we going to do here?" Ballater said. "We shall be
lucky if we aren't at each other's throats in a fortnight/'

Sezley was handing round lumps of marching chocolate.
"Rations for the troops!" He was as excited as a girl at a
party.

Among the baggage that had come was Sezley's gramo-
phone. He turned it on, and soon Lauder's voice was
grinding into the dusk. Someone began to sing, was
shouted down, and persisted in his singing, A chorus
sprang up and in the midst of it the gramophone choked
and died. A grey hush fell on the room.

"This place will be damp, so near the water," and
Ballater stared up at the whitewashed walls. It was now
too dark to see whether they were patched with wetness.

Sezley was examining his gramophone. "Can't see a
thing. Anyone got some matches?" He looked over his
shoulder at the brass oil-lamps hung from the ceiling. A
chair was dragged across the boarded floor; a match fizzed
and illumined the faces looking upward. "No oil." But
Sezley prevailed among the shadows; soon a jarring of the
needle was changed to a stifled rag-time, and Ballater said:

"That's one of the snags to your monastery. You won't
have a room to yourself night or day."